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HE Patriot falls — each gay Deluſion 4. 
And dreams of Grandeur fade before his eyes; 
With factious Strains at Hinchinbroke no more 

He joins the lordly Bacchanalian Roar; 8 
To Silence lull'd, the ribald Murmurs ceaſe, FA 
And Scandal ſinks into the Arms of Peace. 


B | Reft 


<s. 


- + bo 
* 

* — * — 
„ „„ „„ 


— —ä— 4 J 
Reſt to her Aſhes —— no unhallow d Tread 

Diſturb the Slumbers of the ſacred Dead; 
Unſummon'd reſt ſhe in eternal Gloom, 
And ſoft Oblivion conſecrate the Tomb. 
And thou, my Scott, to crown the fav'rite Bier, 
Indulge the Tribute of a ſocial Tear; 
One pious EDymꝝ the ſolemn Rites attend, 
One ſſllea Ditry to embalm thy Friend. 


Yet — tho by matchleſs Genius rear'd to Fame, 
Thou ſpurn'ſt the Trappings of a Sorrow d Name; 
And dar'ſt, collected in thyſelf, to quit 
The Paths of Slav'ry for the Realms of Wit; 
Dar'ſt, a returning prodigal, refuſe 
Thy darling Sandwich, for the dearer Muſe ; 

Wit thou, from Poeſy's Elyſian Bow'rs, 
Where Fancy weaves her variegated Flowers, 
Wilt thou with me the Sons of Faction trace, 
And cruſh the Hydra of the Party-Race ; 
| | Re- 
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Relentleſs Herd, by zealous Frenzy mov d, 

The dear Aſſociates, whom fo late you lov'd, 

Nor ſpare the Dupe, who reads, the Tool, who writes, 
——The Fly that buzzes, or the Snake that bites. ? 


All, all are Statefmen — mark the gen ral Rage, 
From earlier Records to the preſent Age; 
The Young, the Old, the Rabble and the Peer, 
Swell the loud Clamor, and indulge the Sneer ; 
Triumphant Faction claps her {able Wing, | 
And blaſts alike the Couttier, and the King. 


Bleſs'd with th' Applauſes of a Nation's Voice, 
Call'd by their Pray'rs, and Monarch of their Choice, 
In vain a William ſhone, with patriot-Hand 
Who ſow'd the Seeds of Freedom o'er the Land; 
And ftill'd the Tempeſt of Oppreſſion's Hour, 

Deaf to the Siren of deſpotic Power; 
The Northern Siren, with alluring Grace 
That fondly ſmil'd, and cruſh'd the Stewart Race, 


[ 4 ] 
In vain, true Guardian of his England's Fame, 
Guide of her Arms, and Bulwark of her Name, 
'Gainft Foes combin'd embattled he denies 
Reſt to his Soul, and ſlumber to his Eyes; 
At Home ſtill watchful o'er his Subject's Cauſe 
Their Rights he foſters, and improves their Laws ; 
To gen'ral Good devotes the princely Plan, 
And with the Sovereign's Virtue crowns the Man. 


Too bright the Luſtre ! — with a baleful Howl, 
Sick of the Glate, fell Faction, like the Owl, 
Flits thro* the Shades of Night, and blots the Throne, 
With venial Faults, or Errors not its own ; 


Bids cold Reſerve on ¶uljeci Courtiers wait, 


While Holland only meets the Smile of State. 


In Anna's Days, whole hypocritic Zeal, 
Secur'd a Brunſwick for the public Weal, 
While Reaſon ſaw, behind the Maſk of Art, 
A kindred Steuart lurking in her Heart, 
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In Anna's Days undaunted Marlborough \ WOre 
Th' avenging F alchion, which a Witham bore, 
Thought on his Brow, and Calmneſs in his Soul, 
No Danger moves him, and no Fears control, 


Himſelf the great Machine — a World in Arms. | 


Hurls the full Thunder, and directs th Alarms ; ; 
Where'er he turns he marks his deſtin'd Prey, 
And Conqueſt ſmiling leads him in his Way * 
France, at his Pow'r appall'd, beholds around 
Her boaſted Bulwarks ſmoaking, on the Ground, 
Intrench'd ſhe pauſes o'er her flaughter'd Hoſts, 


Her wither'd Laurels, and her ravag 'd Coaſts ; 5 15 | 


— - [n vain his Country, with 4 fond regard, 

Hang o'er the Warrior, and his Toils reward, 
Hail every Triumph, and his Glories own, 
Lov'd of the State, and Idol of the Throne 2 


Faction arous d, now ſtarting from her Screen, | 


Frowns at the Sight, and mars the happy Scene; 
C 
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She ſummons at a Nod her trait'rous Band 
To curſe the Bounties of a grateful Land : 
Gold madly ſhow'rd, and Titles ill-apply'd 
To pamper Av'rice, and to ſatiate Pride; 
Succeſsful in her Courſe the Crown ſhe ſhakes; 
—— The Great inſult him, and his Queen forlakes : 
He quits the Stage for Blenkeim' s lov'd Reſort, 
And nobly ſpurns ti the Creatures of a Court. 


Succeeding Times th' Wales Fiend proclaim, 
Alike her Vengeance, and her Cares the ſame ; 
Full thro' the Soul, with unreſiſted Sway, 

This Foe to Merit wings her rapid Way, 
Broods o er the Palace, faſtens on the State, 
The Good her Plunder, and her Prey the Great. 


Is't not enough beneath a Brunſwic's Reign, 
That Freedom ſhow'rs her animated Strain, 
Screen'd from th' Oppreſſion of a courtly Tool ; 
And dares to laſh the Villain and the Fool? 


With 
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With honeſt Rage on titled Minions ſprings, 
Tears from their Breaſt the Ribbons and the Strings, 
Far, far aloof the wretched Gewgaws hurl'd, 5 
To thruſt the Traitors naked to the World ? 

Ist not enough, tho ſaucy Grandeur frown, has 
That Satire dares, unbiaſs d by a Crown, 
Spurn the Perogative of Right divine, | 
And bids the Father in the Monarch ſhine ? 
But — foul Sedition with ungovern'd Mind 
Will boldly forge the Crimes, ſhe cannot find, 


Curſe ſpotleſs Worth, and titled Wealth diſown, 
When --- call'd to Pow'r, and ſeated near the Throne, 


In Peace let ſlander rouſe her envious Tide 
To ſooth the Pangs of diſappointed Pride ; 
While hungry Malice bids her libels roll 
* To blaſt the Greatneſs of a Conway Soul, 
With Sneers a patriot- Rockingham to ſoil, 


A Grafton's Candor, and an Egmont's Tail ; 
| While 


n * 4 2 


[81 
While Folly dares without a Bluſh diſplay 
The Name of $S———-<4 to the Face of Day: 
Once more invokes him with her blund"ring Strains, 
To reel into the State, and ſeize the Reins ; 
Commends, with flow funereal Dullneſs fraught 
The grave Proceſſion of a Gr—/e's Thought, 
And ſwears his Budget opes, tho' Legge's no more, 
The Sibyl Myſt'ries of a Kingdom's Store; 
Full well the Themes their wretched Parent's ſuit, 
And amply crown the laſt Remains of B---ze, 


Hail happy Scene, where miniſterial Youth 
Treads the bold Paths of Reaſon And of Truth, 
Where manly Prudence checks the Stateſman's Rage, 
And gives a Leſſon to experienc'd Age; 
To theſe, America, much injur'd Land, 


Siglhis her full Sorrows, and extends her Hand; 


To theſe ſhe heaves the ſupplicating Strain, 
Nor to their Country's Friends laments 1n vain ; 
To theſe her animated Tears deplore 


Carruption curling the maternal Shore ; 
Deplore 
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| Deplore (till Pow'r with friendly Arm reliev'd) 
A S$——te cheated, and a Realm deceiv'd, Won 4 
ves ſuch the Fetters of the Slave defy, _ 
Nor view Deſtruction with a careleſs Eye; 
Fix'd to their Rights (fair Nature's charter'd Plan) 
To rouſe the conſcious Dignity of Man) 
Thoſe Rights they ſpeak, nor meanly bend the Knee, 
But by our own Example — dare be free. 


Rous'd at her Subject in the Patriot's Cauſe, 
My Muſe ſpontaneous kindles to Applauſe, 
See | motionleſs, and pale Ambition ſtand, 
Pale with Deſpondence — from her palſy d Hand, 
She drops, unwilling drops Oppreſſion's Chain, 
Againſt her Country's Welfare forg'd in vain. 
Reviving Commerce hoiſts th' impatient Sail, 
And opes her Treaſures to th' alluring Gale, | 
Hark ! from her raptur'd Sons triumphant Cries 
Fill the wide Strand, and eccho to the Skies; 
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O'er diſtant Climates panting to impart 

The genial Tidings, each according Heart 
Bears, deeply bears, with adamant engrav'd,. 
A People righted, and a Kingdom ſav d 


Methinks, ſome hoary-headed Sage J hear, 
— Fair Wiſdom ever crowns the fextieth Year ;. 
Ever, when Nature droops to Time a Prey, 
Supplies with Strength of Mind the great Decay ; 
(For Soul and Body live unſocial Friends, 

And when this Bucket riſes, that deſcends) - 

His Head u ell ſettled by the Coffee's Draught, 

And trembling o'er the News with anxious Thought, 
While at his Side forgot the Crutches lie, 

His Wig heav'd back, his SpeQacles thrown by, 

I hear important Gravity exclaim, 

« From Age to Age, all Stateſmen are the ſame; 

% View where you pleaſe, the miniſterial Plan, 


« And point one honeſt Action, if you can; 
« Each Boſom Int'reſt, and Ambition move, 


Tho' fondly varniſh'd with its Country's Love ; ;” 
| « All 
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All ruſh impetuous in-Preferment's Race, 
* And all alike are Patriots till in Place. 


A Patriot! —— twas a Name of old rever'd; 
Ere ſmiling Lux'ry in the World appear'd, 


' Learn'd with fantaſtic Gayeties to pleaſe, 


And ſtrew d the Roſes of inglorious Eaſe ;- 
Ere Gold whoſe(Poiſon. by! Lycurgus*: Art, 
Awhile was Stranger to the Spartan Heart; Aa 
Nor taught, o'er:neighbring Realms tho Freedom fell, 
Theſe rugged Warriors meanly to rebel) | 
Ere Gold a Paſſage in the Soul cout find, 
And with unnumber'd Sorrows curſe Mankind; 
Bad the falſe Son a fondling Sire betray, 
Grace careleſs Innopence to Fraud a Prey, 
Bad Rapine, and Oppreſſion ſtalk the Earth, 
To cruſh the Rights of Honeſty, and Worth. 
But for the Patriot vaialy ſought at Home, 
Explore the happier Rolls of Greece and Rome ; 
There mid the Horrors of degen'rate Times, 
When Virtue ſigh d o'er faſhionable Crimes; 
by; « When 
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When bold Ambition rear d her lawleſs head; / 


And civil Diſcord o er the Kingdom ſpread; | 
Some neigb'ring Gaul, embattled at the Gate, 

« To ſwell the Tumults, and o'erwhelm the State; 
« How did th"unbounded Orator inſpire | 
The Heroe's Rage, and ſet his Soul on Fire! 

«© Rous'd at a Philip's Threats th'- Athenian ftands, 
Calls to the gen'rous Strife lis native Bands; 

* In Thunder calls at Freedom's rapid Show'r 
% They fly to Arms — and ſpurn a Tyrant's Pow'r. 
*© To ſtab Corruption quench Sedition's Flame, 
&« And drag a ruthleſs Cataline to Shame, 

The rebel Dagger from his Arm to wreſt, 

«© Unmaſk his treaſons, and expel the Peſt ; 

*The brib d Patrician greatly to defy, 

& And bare a Verres to the Public Eye; 

Bid the foul Prætor from Oppreſſion's mine 

Repay to injur'd Realms th'extorted Fine, 
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& A Tully ſpeaks . majeſtically ſtrong 
“ Rolls the full Tide of Eloquence along; 


© Rolls forth difſus d for Worth's exalted End, 
0 ſcourge the Guilty, and the Good be- friend. 


From Virtue beaming with diſtinguiſh'd Blaze, 
Survey the Gloomy Shade of modern Days; 
Survey the Patriot, with indignant Soul 

Who bids the Thunder of his Cenſures roll 

« Full o'er the Stateſman's Head laments the Realm, 

« Where Pride and Folly blunder at the Helm ; 

„Eyes with Diſdain the miniſterial Race, 

« By Vice and Meanneſs climbing into Place; 

« And paints in Elegy's enthuſiaſt Strains 

« Deſtruction hov'ring o'er his nativePlains ; 

« He, the ſole Atlas, at the public Call, 

«© To prop the tott ring Kingdom, ere it fall. 


* 


« To ſooth the Tempeſt's melancholy Low r, 
« At once he vaults into the Seat of Power; 
« Alike on Him the kindred Murm'rers vent 


« Th avenging Storm of patriot-Diſcontent; 
E His 
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His Virtue ſcoff d at, and his Faith accus'd, 


Himſelf the Changeling of a Court abus'd ; 


Thus Envy ſwells her unremitted Tale, 
And learns the mighty Science—how to rail. 


to diſgrace at once this ſolemn Word: 


This Creature never ſeen, tho' loudly heard; 3, 
This puny Inſet flutt ring for its. Hour, 

To teize, and fret the Favorites of Pow'r ; | 
This Thing of Nought, this Eccho of a Name, 
This boaſted Patriot boldly to proclaim ; 
Diſplay the Magie of the Juggler's Art, 
And ope the guilty Secrets of his Heart; 
All Honeſty without, all Fraud within, 

The Tongue of Virtue, and the Soul of Sin; 
Let conſcious Walpolè from the Tomb ariſe, 
And paint the /ving Picture to our Eyes. 

'T was his for Years undaunted to withſtand 


Th oppoſing Legion of a reſtleſs Band; 
Though bellowing Srentors deal their Vengeance ROY 


And ſhake the Senate with the clam'rous Sound; 


From 
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From Side to Side though Strains licentious ſpring 

„% And level d at the Stateſman pierce the King; 
Nor Sneers can change, nor cenſures can control 
The calm ſedateneſs of his equal Soul. 

* Skill'd in his Taſk, this Pilot of the Helm 

* Smil'd o'er the jarring Tempeſts of the Realm; 
While Mountains heav'd on Mountains toſs the Ship, 
* Amid the Thunders of the roaring Deep, 

He rode ſerenely, bad the Tumults ceaſe, 
And all the Patriot-Buſtle 5b d to Peace. 


* 


„ ruth he found (which ſage Experience ſhews) 
That Grandeur's Sun attracts a Swarm: of Foes ; _ 

Vet his the Triumph, for Ambition's Ends, 

To turn his fierceſt Enemies to Friends. 

For this th' unbounded Streams of Treaſure flow, 

For this the Title's prouder Splendors glow ; 

For this diſplay'd, amid the wordyWar, a 

Spread forth their Charms the Ribband and the Star. 

With ſteady Art he worm d into Mankind, 


« And learn d the ruling Paſſion of the Mind, 


«c In. 


Hence, Cenſor, hence, at ftern Reſentment's Call 


Tho' moſt are ſpotted, muſt I rail at All? 
Shall Reaſon track the Steps of carlier Birth, 
And rake the Aſhes of the Dead for Worth? 
What if enamor'd of th' immortal Sage, 

I hail the Boldneſs of his Epic Page; 

What if allurd by Mars's manly Line 

I ſee in eviry Thought the Graces ſhine ; 
Muſt I with Scorn a Milton's Strain peruſe, 
And loath the Raptures of his later Muſe, 
Which borne by Fancy wings her towring Flight 
Oer cold Antiquity's inferior Height. 


Gainſt modern Merit with impatient Ear 
The taſteleſs Pedant's giddy Taunts I hear; 
And deem fair Poeſy's unrival'd Throne 
In Spite of ancient Triumphs—all our own. 


« In vain, would Caution ſhrowd each fav'rite Vice, 


« He fed their Wishes for he knew their Price.“ 


But 
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But can the Sons of Freedom tamely ſit 
And yield the Prize of Virtue as of Wit! 
Alike, injurious to themſelves, impart 
Goodneſs of Head, and Honeſty of Heart? 
Be ours — in conſcious Rapture to proclaim 


Th' Athenian Greatneſs, and the Roman Fame; 


Be ours — with Pride departed Worth to view, 
Yet — give to preſent Times th'Applauſes due. 
Call forth ye Dotards, from the Grecian _ 
The manly Orators ingenuous Lore ; | 
Inſpir'd by Liberty's celeſtial Reign 

Pour on her guilty Foes th'avenging ſtrain ; 
Truth's rigid Frown let gall'd Ambition feel, 
And baffled Tyrants mid their Millions kneel : 
Call forth a Tw/ly, in his Country's Cauſe 

Who mounts the Roſtrum, and aſſerts her Laws; 
Tho' bluſhing Traitors with a coward Fear 
Crouch to the Laſh, and tremble, as they hear; 
Tho' wrap'd Attention, with a fond Defare, 
Hang o'er each Period, as ſhe ne'er could tire; 
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Be theirs, to living worth the Palm to quit, 
And wooe the Thoughts of Camden and of Pitt. 


"Tis not the Clamor of intemp' rate Zeal, 
A random Ferment for the public Weal ; 
'Tis not the Madneſs of a Harpy-Rout, 
Who damn all Meaſures — when themſelves are out ; 
Tis not a boaſting independent Tribe, 


Who roar their Honor, while they graſp the Bribe; 


Tis not a Wreteb, by titled Patrons fed, 
Abſorb d in Int'reſt, and by Party led, 

Led, like a Slave, who, loſt to ev ry Grace, 
Creeps the meer Shadow of his Maſter's Face; 


Looks with 57 Eyes, and thinks, but with bis Thought, 


Acts, at a Nod, or Scribles — as he's taught : 
Not Su h the Patriot, he unmov'd by Fears, 
Speaks, what he feels, and is what he appears; 
Serenely bold, amid a Hoſt of Foes, 

Dares ev'ry Locuſt of a Court oppoſe ; 

Bids Truth around the Throne her Radiance fling, 
And from the Viper Flatt'ry plucks her Sting. 
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By Wiſdom ſway d let calm Reflection roll, 

And dart o er diſtant Realms from Pole to Pole, 
Explore her Country's Weal with ſtudious Eye, 
And link, where Int'reſt calls the ſocial Tye; 
Let Reaſon arm'd with manly Strength of Heart 
Strip from th' infidious Foe —— the Veil of Art ; 
To Fraud, to Force unknowing how to yield, 
Honeſt in Council, dauntleſs in the Field, 

Cruſh the mean Wiles of Gaul, the Spaniard's Pride, 
And lift the kingdom, which ſhe dares to guide: 
Let Worth, untainted. Worth, with ſoft Control, 
Subdue the boiſt rous Paſſions of the Soul; 

Bid Faction kide her Head — bid Freedom {; pring, 
And poize the Rights of Subject, and of King; 

Nor rob the Public, to reward her Toils, 

Or fatten Minions with their Country's Spoils ; 

On Candor's Baſis build th'exalted Plan, 

And crown at once the Miniſter, and Man: 
Be this the Patriot's Boaſt with libral Hand, 
Charm'd with the Guardian of his native Land, 


The 


TH 
The Muſe her conſecrating Lay ſhall ſhow'r, 
The Muſe that ever ſpurns the Tools of Pow'r. 


1 1 | Yes——yes——abhorrent of the Stateſman's Crimes, 
| Bold Satire ſhall inſpire her honeſt Rhimes ; 

$ Unbounded Hate ſhall riot in her Page, 

q Ope all her ſluices, and exhauſt her Rage 

—— Vengeance, purſue and cruſh the guilty Great, 
Foes to their Prince, and Scorpions of the State. 


F 8 | When Law is wreſted from her ſacred Courſe, 

| And ſick ning Juſtice lies o'erwhelm'd by Force; 
When Subjects fetter d at Ambition's Nod 

As Traitors branded mourn Oppreſſion's Rod; 
For Truths, they boldly ſpeak, condemn'd to groan 
Slaves in the Land, which Freedom calls her own : 
When mould'ring into Peace relentleſs War, 

Who drove o'er half the Globe his murd'rous Car, 
Drove with a ſavage Joy Deſtruction's Round, 
Scowl'd o'er the Tempeſt, por'd on ev'ry Wound, 
And 
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And madly revel d in the Waſte of Blood, 


While proftrate:Myriads ſhed their vital Flood 


Fill'd with the baleful Scene, not his the Care, 
The Loſs of Worlds how Nature ſhould repair; 
When War, whoſe Smile amidſt the dire Alarms 
With Conqueſt ever crowns the Britiſh Arms, 
Reſigns to coward-Tools with laviſh Breaſt 

The Key, that opes the Treaſures of the Weſt ; 
To Treach'ry yields the Triumphs of the Fight, 
And gives the pois nous Adder Pow r to bite: 
When venal Fraitors with a ſhameleſs Grace 


Lur'd by the Scent of Intreſt ſoar to place; Hu 
Dare on the Entrails of their Country prey, 


Her Weal deteſted———while they graſp het Ry 3 


When State's an Auction, in whoſe gilded Roll 
The higheſt Bidder buys the hireling Soul ; 


When, meanly upſtart Meanneſs to adorn, 
Rever ſions ſhine for Children ſcarcely born; 
When mangled Ireland feeds a penſion'd Crew, 


Her Treaſures thrown to thoſe ſhe never knew, 
G | 
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5 
Or known, muſt loath———when ie ee . 


Serves the vile Purports of cortupted Sway: 
Full o'er the Realm when glaring to the\Mote-c | 
Stalks furious on the Monſter of Exciſe ; - 


Swells at each Step, and ſtrengthens every Hour, 
The darling Slave of arbitrary Power:: 
When Nobles melee ging Uthe blind; | 

And faſcinate a Sovereign s gen rous Mind; | 
Turn from their Courſe the Dictates of his . 
Whoſe Joy---whoſe Pride s- - to make a People bleſs d; 
When ſuch the Miniſter----to-chain my Tongue, 
Would ſtamp a Victim to the Cauſe of Wrong; 

This Cenſure's Era---this the. Time deſery, 140 1 | 


When r is a Guilt - — of deepeſt Dye. 


Who will — for me — to Sin's unhallow' d Train 


May creep in Ribaldry's deteſted Strain; 
Freely may Vaſo's Quill an Altar raiſe, 
And damn zheir :Mem'ries with his fulſome Praiſe ; 
Freely, while Slander he arraigns — abuſe, 


And ſtrut the puny Monarch of mw Weis. 
; Of 


J 


Of Stature tall, as Nature had deſign d 


To match with Height of Frame his Height of Mind, 


With Union fweet where Pride, and Meannels ſit, 
And rule the pallid-ſteleton of Wit; 5 
In Noon of Vouth, impatient of Reward, 

His Pen he brandiſn'd, and commenc'd a Bard; 
Himſelf (the Prince of Critics) ſkill'd to charm, 
He /as'd awhile the K:/ingbury-Farm, 

But ſoon of Conqueſt tir d, with friendly Views 
Reſign'd the enyy'd Prize to Bally's Muſe, 


For Themes more lofty in maturer Age 


He loaths the Trifles of poetic Rage ; 
In F ancy doom'd o'er Granta's Sons to ſhine, 


Fix'd on the Mitre's Smiles — he turns divine; 
With Self inebriate plies his Coxcomb-part, 


And ſoars compleat a Warburton— in Heart. 


Religion's Cauſe by Others be maintain d, 

Her Truths rever'd, her Myſteries explain'd ; 
Be Virtue's rugged Paths by others trod, 

Who court her Precepts, and adore their God „ 


I 


On humbler Souls be Charity impreſs'd, 

By bleſſing Others ho themſelves are bleſs d; 
Not this the Taſk of Vaſo — he withſtood +,- \, 1 i 
Each feeling of the Heart, which led to Good. | % 1 4 
Twas his to idolize 75 immoral Great, | 
Corruption's Prieft — and Pander af the State; 

Roar courtly Subjects in the Houſe of Pray r, 

Thich Reaſon hates, when once ſhe enters Bere. 

Shall meek- eyd Modeſty, the Friend of Senſe, 

Feel the rude Scoffs of worthleſs Impudence; . = | 
The Tale muſt Falſhogd's want ning Fancy oe, 2 
She knows untrue and he for Lying s +. . --; 

Muſt Vice i in every Shape uſurp the Soul. 5 e 
Muſt F olly in, each Thovght triumphant roll i 
Wet Truth the Blackneſs of a Waſo Ky 

And for all Vileneſs form. d- behold the Man. | 


by or theſe let Wealth be ſhower 4 Grandeur ſhine, — 


Fair Virtue Harbinger of Peace be mine ; 
Be mine gainſt Knaves like theſe to cloſe my Dies; ; + 


And dare with Scott be honeſt—and be poor. 
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ERRAT Page 11 Line 14 for “ Grace” read Gave. | 


